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A SIPHYLITIC ODE, 


By JOHN TURNBULL, Ew 


AYS VENUS to her Son, one Day, 
Ah wherefore do you from me ſtray! 
Why fly my tender Arms ? 
No common Incident, I fear, 
Has made you ſuch a ſtranger here; 
Haſte, eaſe my Heart's Alarms 


To nb dear Mother, I have been; 3 
To Earth I went; quite choak'd with Spleen! _ 
| To ſee my Vot'ries fal! 
A Prey to fell Diſeaſe, and Pain, 
To Shame, to Torment, and Diſdain ;} 
To Miſery and Gall. 


A Monſter vile! dire Foe to Salt | 


: Deteſted by the Gods above ! 


| Rag'd with ſuch Force below, 

Mankind all from my Altars flew; 

Love's Flames turn'd to a livid Blue, 
A frightful Sight did ſhow! 


At laſt, when almoſt ſpent with Grief, 
Since I could find them no Relief 


From Horror and Deſpair! 
With Joy extreme, and Wonder too, 
Azs0RPTION's Laws appear'd in View, 
Reveal'd at large by Crank! 


He! the foul F iend quick drove away 


From the bright Regions of the Day, 


In Stygian Lake to dwell ; 
While all my Vot'ries now rejoice, 
And, with united Heart and Voice, 

The bleſe'd Invention . 
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